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Bigler’s Barometer. 
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dred volts, the alternator was boastful of his deeds. He ha 
“ juice ” for a theater in bygone days, and told a story o 
one night, because a scene-shifter had thrown dirt into 1: 
bearings became hot, and the lights in the theater began to j 




and more, too, by long exchanges of confidence with his big whin¬ 
ing pet, the Man-killer. Late at night, when the watch were 
busy adjusting the sparking brushes on the whirling machines, 
he listened for hours to the wail of her flying armature, and 
every little accent and quaver of her voice Casey understood. 





















He was not such a bad man, he was only a man of 
men and cold mathematics, who guarded, perhaps a 
harshly, the great interests entrusted to him, who ruled 










































ll appeal to the infuriated monster he had 
Tie muscles of his face twitched horribly; 
ir his jaws were shut like those of a tetanus 
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I kindled a blaze, fed it with fuel ripped from the under side 
of a dead tree, as I had seen the guide do, and cooked some of 
the forgotten trout in my creel. After an unpalatable meal, 
washed down with the warm water of the lake, I smoked a pipe of 
comfort before the sputtering fire, which recalled the philosophi¬ 
cal reflection that “ man is born unto trouble, as the sparks fly 
upward.” The cheery heat induced a speedy drowsiness, and, 
dismissing expectation of seeing my fishing companion that night, 
I hauled a backlog for the fire and piled it high with brush, and 


lay down to dreams of a pleasanter morrow. 

When I awoke, my limbs were cramped from cold and the 





























were lenses in various stages of completion, together with irreg¬ 
ular-shaped chunks of glass. 

owner of the cabin. He had raised himself upon his elbow, and 
“You will live?” I said, half appealingly, as I pushed a stool 
























the lenses. The objective is so arranged 
50,000 volts of electricity pass through it 
not attempt to tell you what I have seen 
ublished observations will upset half the 






In astonishment I glanced from him to the sky, toward which 
the instrument still pointed. There was naught there but a few 

“ Look! ” he repeated impatiently, and I placed myself at the 

I looked upon the sea, blue as the heaven above me. White 
sails dotted its surface, and the shore line was broken by cliffs 
and a glimpse of a village. As I gazed, wonder bound, the pic¬ 
ture grew in distinctness, and I made out, not only dwellings, 
but the forms of men and women. Startled, I sprang back, and 
glanced up and around me, and encountered the triumphant, half- 


“ There are no pictures, no photographs,” he said, reading my 
thoughts. “ You have just seen the Mediterranean.” 






















forces was cold in death. A scientist might have read the secret 
after an hour’s study; to me it was the profoundest of mysteries. 
I replaced the protecting cover of oiled canvas, and so left it, with 

The remainder of the day I passed in preparing for a return to 
the world. In what part of the Maine wilderness I was, I had of 
course no means of guessing. I had forgotten, had delayed until 
too late, to ascertain that important fact from the only source of 


on the various charts and maps upon the walls of the cabin, that 
might cast light upon my position. As for the papers containing 

them no thought whatever. My all-absorbing idea was to get 


Though still utterly at sea as to my exact location on the face 
of the earth, I was now well equipped for a voyage of discovery, 
as canoe, compass, rifle, lines and hooks, food and liquor, were at 







Scanning this spot for some sort of a landmark, my eyes rested 
upon a giant white pine, dismantled by the lightning, which lifted 
















The Scent of Jasmine. 
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..uddenly the breeze freshened, chilly; at that instant came to 
ae, like a command, an irresistible impulse to play. I rushed to 
the organ and, throwing wide the stops, began without hesitation 
the grand Fifth Symphony of Beethoven. 


1 played as one inspired. Swept on by the current of my mood. 














■ nightly 





Ill 

















i 





















ff)egkckx>r 














blazed gems that alone would have placed her high in plutocratic so¬ 
ciety, gladly gave him money for all his experiments, and the sight 
of his laboratory made the heart of many a struggling inventor 


































these urged preparations 
“ They have guns,” sa 
a Tongan feast, “twei 


straight.” 

“ I wish you could tell 
peating rifles, like ours ? ” 












“I know not, but I know they can shoot, and they shoot 

“Well, we'll have some target practice, this afternoon. You, 
Nerido, shall be captain. How many men can you muster ? ” 

“ Plenty men with spears, but only ten with guns, and the men 
of Tonga have twenty, thirty.” 

“ Yes, but there are the torpedoes to blow up the war canoes. 
I will show you how to use them. And there are the little 
battery and the mortar. We can keep them off.” 

“ We try hard, chief,” said Nerido, bowing and going forth to 







































fighting and blood upoi 
“ Hush, child ! ” saic 








































































“ What was it ? ” cried Marcia, clinging to him and trembling 
violently. 

“That was Underwater House,” said Vining, in such a good 
relief in the tone. 

“ Did a Tongan spy leave an infernal machine in it or some¬ 
thing ? ” she asked. 

“ Yes, without doubt. A high explosive of some sort has been 
let loose there. Really, I’m not sorry. I had grown weary of it. 
It is more to my liking up here, where there is good air to breathe. 
I could not longer have endured the oppressiveness of that place.” 
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them went far beyond their doors to investigate in the inky dark¬ 


ness. They supposed it to have been an earthquake, since there 
was absolutely no blast such as must have accompanied a heavy 
explosion. 

But with the earliest dawn the amazing truth stood revealed. 
The stately building that had towered over the city towered no 
more. From a distance it might have been supposed that it had 
collapsed in the night, but it was not so. An early workman was 
the first to discover the fact that the Morrison Building was gone 
bodily, actually spirited away, with not so much as a brick left 
behind. Where it had stood the ground was as level and smooth 









the mystery. The ci 
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Forty or fifty feet high, and 
perpendicularly under the 
















greatly exaggerated the time. Probably it was not more than 


fifteen seconds before an earthshaking jar announced that it had 
reached the bed prepared for it at the bottom. In its new posi¬ 
tion, a few feet of its top remained in the bottom of the hole, com¬ 
pletely plugging it, while the large chimney reached nearly to the 



inconceivable rapidity, emptied into the cavity and packed hard. 
There were two hundred men at work by the light of dark lanterns 
close to the ground and with no more noise than a low-toned hum 
that could not have been heard a hundred yards. When "the hole 





Thousand Deaths/ 







































my body was dead, absolutely dead. All respiration and circula¬ 
tion ceased; but the frightful part of it was, that while the proto¬ 
plasmic coagulation proceeded, I retained consciousness and was 
enabled to study it in all its ghastly details. 

The apparatus to bring me back to life was an air-tight cham¬ 
ber, fitted to receive my body. The mechanism was simple — a 
few valves, a rotary shaft and crank, and an electric motor. When 
in operation, the interior atmosphere was alternately condensed and 
rarefied, thus communicating to my lungs an artificial respiration 
without the agency of the hosing previously used. Though my 
body was inert, and, for all I knew, in the first stages of decom¬ 
position, I was cognizant of everything that transpired. I knew 
when they placed me in the chamber, and though all my senses 


were quiescent, I was aware of hypodermic injections of a com- 
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with the aid of sundry and numerous five and ten-dollar bills the 
marvellous mechanism went together. 

Brunder, from time to time, reported good progress and finally 


“ Not perfectly by any means, just yet — for it’s full of flickers 
and stutters and skips — something like a phonograph; but just 
give me a week.” 

I did—and also a check for fifty. 

At the end of that time he came in, exultant. 

We shut the ventilators so he could talk, and he imparted to 
me in a hoarse and joyous whisper that it was a “sure winner.” 
“Just one more test,” said he, “and then I’ll show it to you. 
I’ve just this minute got the permission of the Government to try 
it down to the Sandy Hook Proving Grounds. If it stands that 
it will stand anything. And the non-auditory radius is three feet 


































That would end the awful and impressive spectacle all too soon. 
Therefore Major Clavering had ordered the firing to begin on the 
right of the line, farthest from the spectators, so that, as each gun 




Ilia native servant, but within a month the man disappeared, never 
to l>e heard of again. Among a score of applicants for the place 
was a young Bengali of twenty, Lai Rang, whom the captain dis¬ 
liked at first sight, and sent away with curses. Within a fort¬ 
night Clavering had given half a dozen servants a trial and kicked 
them out, and Lai Rang, applying again, was engaged. 

Lai Rang was silent and humble in demeanor and moved about 
like a cat. His voice was soft and low and his tone full of respect, 
and any officer but Clavering would have regarded him as a prize. 
Not bo the irascible captain. He said of the new servant, before 

“ Gad, Major, I don’t know what to make of that young nigger. 













found his heart was a shadow — the shadow of Rang ! It had a 
crouching, supplicating attitude, and the right arm was thrown up 
as if to shield the face from an expected blow. 


“ Lai Rang! ” gasped the captain, sitting down heavily and 
glaring at the shadow. 


There was silence for a moment, broken only by the heavy 
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INTER reigned throughout Europe, but on the 
Riviera 8pring and summer bloomed together. 
Overhead the sky was infinitely blue, below the 
sea was green and purple and amethyst. Every¬ 
where the sun, everywhere the scent of geranium 
and mimosa, the fragrance of rose and violet, 
boom, boom of the waves thundering against the 


applying for a carte cTadmiteion t 
the euphemistic title of that instil 

after night, the Casino overflowed 
Fortune. Every one laughed an 
hearts are hidden at Monte Carlo. 






























demented, in the direction of the lighted Casino. And in the 
still, white moonlight the Woman in Red stood like one of the 
statues of the terraced garden, its marble purity turned to scarlet. 

The next night she was at her usual place at the roulette table, 
but it was the stupid baron who sat beside her. 


“ Why don’t you play ? ” he asked, as she sat motionless and 
indifferent, eyed curiously by the spectators of the game. She sat 
up wearily and pushed a pile of gold and notes upon the red, No. 



“ Perhaps the heat went to his head! ” He tapped his forehead 
significantly. 

Gradually the wheel slowed down, and the ball was about to 
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Ely’s Automatic Housemaid* 















; get excited,” I exhorted, but 



Bridget were fighting for the broom ! 

3 situation intuitively. The kitchen-clean- 
















“ Do you wonder,” lie asked simply, “ that my hair is getting 
gray ? ” Dawson’s thin hands were twitching nervously. 

“ But what do you think — ” he began. 

The Englishmen stopped him authoritatively and turned to go. 
“ I do not think,” he said, “ if I can help it — not of that! ” 
When we were alone we could only sit and look at each other. 

“ Dawson,” I asked finally, * what do you think ? ” 

And Dawson smiled a very ghastly smile. 

“ I do not think,” he answered. “ I cannot.” 
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musician by nature and the grace of God ! ” 

Miss Maitland smiled as she spoke the last words, on which she 
lingered a little, and seated herself in the chair by the fire, as 
though certain that Klendenning would comply. In this she was 
right, and her visitor was certainly one of those on whom the 
divine gift has been bestowed. Though designed for the law, he 



le strange thought, her dress rosy-white in the glow of 
ng logs. Upon her knee, in sharp outline, lay the great 
Apulia, as motionless as his mistress. In the wilder pas- 
the music, Klendenning noticed a quivering of the ex- 








THE TARANTULA. 


tended legs, but as he passed into the melancholy phase this 
ceased, and the animal seemed a part of the white gown, a hide¬ 
ous embroidery made by cunning lingers, guided by a distracted 

































The Black Cat 
$5,100 Story Contest 



In announcing the result of the Prize Story Competition which closed 
March 31, the publishers desire to express their appreciation of the extra¬ 
ordinary interest taken in the contest on all sides. They wish at the same 
time to congratulate the hundreds of thousands of readers of The Black 
Cat upon the excellence of the stories secured for its pages. As in pre¬ 
vious competitions, the result proves the correctness of the belief upon 
which The Black Cat was founded and upon which its success has been 
achieved — the belief that the art of story writing is not confined to any 
section or any class of the intelligent people of such a country as this — 
that it is not an accomplishment possessed solely by a favored few whose 
names have become “ household words,” but that, when furnished with an 
adequate incentive in the form of prompt, liberal compensation, and assured 
of simple justice, there are in every community, bright men and women 
capable of cleverly telling a fascinating story. As will be seen, the follow¬ 
ing list represents all sections and contains but four names that have 
appeared among the prize winners heretofore. 

While in the present contest $4,200 was offered for stories, the sura 
of $5,100 has been paid for the following reason : Two prizes of $200 were 
offered, but four stories of those submitted were deemed equally worthy of 
such a prize. The sum was therefore doubled and $800 instead of $400 
was paid—$200 for each. And while three prizes of $150 were offered, 
four stories were deemed equally worthy of such a prize, for which reason 
$150 was paid for each. Again, the writers of six stories unsuccessful in 
the competition received $350 for them, thus making the total sura paid 


$5,100, instead of $4,200. 

While thp following men and women, as well as hundreds of others in all 
parts of the world whose names have appeared as contributors to The 
Black Cat, are living witnesses to the fairness, honesty and promptness 
of its dealings with writers, the July issue will contain, for the benefit of 
doubting Thomases, and all whom it may concern, photographic copies of 
the certified checks that were paid to the following prize winners. 
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ice of my life, convinced me finally that, whatever had hap- 
to my soul — this body, at least, was in normal surround- 

ast, after days of misery, I became sufficiently master of my- 













ing that Jerrold is the only man who could understand her case. 
It’s very odd. He’s coming here to-day to consult; she insists on 


“ How’s his case coming on?” asked the nurse interestedly. 

“Not well. They’ve had all sorts of trouble. The case to 
begin with was worse than ours, and when the complication arose 
they had all sorts of trouble. Patient was hysterical — took 
everything hard — begged for an imaginary family of sisters and 































language, my manners — everything. I couldn’t move unattended. 
I couldn’t move freely. In short, I foresaw that when I finally 
resumed my health, life would hardly be worth living. My books 
were all selected for me, and I missed sorely some steady occupa¬ 
tion. Charities and embroidery did not interest me, though my 
fingers seemed willing to tackle the latter. 

Now, suppose through the refusal of Miss Delano to come to 
her own again, I should be condemned! Oh, heavens, no! I 








or read that there is thought to be a spot some¬ 
where all the natural forces — gravitation, attrac- 
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Alley in a state of intoxication 
The reward of ray vigilance and self-sacrifice came at last. It 
add that I shall never forget that day. It was shortly after three 
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from this particular box. It was only then by the merest chance 
that I made the discovery. I happened to turn rather suddenly 
in my slow pacing up and down the lobby and caught a small hoy 
in the act of taking a letter from No. 975. He unlocked and 
closed the box again so quickly that bad I been fifteen seconds 
later I should have missed him. 


Putting the letter in his pocket he left the building. I at once 
followed him, keeping him well in sight, but avoiding any appear- 























